












PREFACE. 

The custom of fortune-telling is nearly as 
old as time. Almost everything has been 

turned into an oracle. Even the dregs of a 
teacup have been supposed to possess the 

“gift of prophecy.” Why, then, should not 

flowers, that are forever rising up, clothed 

with the mantles of prophets, and speaking 

in a language that has become as familiar as 

household words—why should not these little 
“ floral apostles ” be consulted respecting the 
mysteries of our earthly destiny 1 

At all events, they are pure and beautiful 

playthings for the fancy; and if any diversion 
on earth be innocent, it must be one whose 

instruments are poetry and flowers. 

In selecting our oracles, we have drawn 
from the purest wells of English poetry ; for 
who like Shakspeare can describe character, 

or like Wordsworth, Coleridge and Tenny¬ 

son, picture a scene ? We have also turned 



much point, wit and variety, as the interest 

of the game will permit. 
How well we have succeeded in our attempt 

to please, will he best determined by the fu¬ 
ture success of this little book. God speed 

it on a harmless way! 



KEY TO THE EORTUNE-TELLER. 

The following five questions are answered, re¬ 
specting the character and future fortunes of an 
individual. 

1. What is my character ? 
2. What is, or will he, the state or quality of my 

love? 
3. What is, or will be, my worldly fortune ? 
4. What is the scene in which most of my life 

will be spent ? 
5. What is the character of my future com¬ 

panion? 
The person consulting our little Fortune-Teller, 

must select a bouquei of five different colored flow¬ 
ers, of whatever kind he chooses. The White shall 
describe to him his character; the Blue, the state 
or quality of his love; the Purple, his worldly for¬ 
tune ; the Yellow, the scene in which his life shall 
be chiefly passed; and the Red, the character of his 
future wife. 

For example; if a gentleman bring a white Lily, 
a blue Violet, a Foxglove, a Marigold and a red 
Rose, he will first turn to the catalogue of While 
flowers, where, under the head of Lily, he will find 

this description of his character: 

“ Of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
As asses are.” 

Shakspeare. 



yi KEY TO FORTUNE-TELLER. 

The Violet, found in the catalogue of Blue flow¬ 

ers, will unfold the state of his “ love matters’' as 
follows: 

“ You are now sailed into the north of my lady’s 
opinion; where you will hang like an icicle on a 
Dutchman’s heard,—unless you do redeem it by 
some laudable attempt.” Shakspeare. 

The Foxglove will thus declare his worldly con¬ 
dition : 

“Poor, but content, is rich, and rich enough.” 
Shakspeare. 

To learn the scene of his future abode he will con¬ 
sult the Marigold. 

“ A cottage on a plot of ground, 
With large prospect north and south.” 

Wordsworth. 

The Eose will reveal to him the character of his 
wife : 

“ A woman in her freshest age, 
Of wondrous beauty and of bounty rare; 
Full of great love.” Spenser. 

By different combinations of flowers, a great 
variety of fates may be unfolded. Nor is the pur¬ 
pose of the game wholly confined to the reading of 
fortunes. Any gentleman wishing to compliment 
a lady, may do it in a very delicate and poetical 
manner, by selecting a bouquet of flowers that shall 
express the good fortune he wishes her. 

The first paragraph upon each page is for the 
Lady, the second for the Gentleman. 



IPAffifl It. 

WHITE FLOWEES. 

Describing your Character. 





APPLE-BLOSSOI. 

A most fresh and delicate creature. 

A most exquisite lady. 

Siiakspeaee. 

Thou hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing; 

A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards 

Hast ta’en with equal thanks; and bless’d 

are those 

Whose blood and judgment are so well com¬ 

mingled, 

That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 

To sound what stop she pleases. 

Shakspeare. 









FORTUNE-TELLER 13 

BALSAIINE 

Thou hast always been gentle and good. 

Beaumont. 

A butterfly, a lord 

Of flowers, garlands, love-knots, silly posies, 

Groves, meadows, melodies and arbor-roses. 

Keats. 



14 THE FLORAL 

BLOOD ROOT. 

You have deserved high commendation, true 

applause, and love. 

Siiakspeare. 

You have a nimble wit. 

Your spirits are too bold for your years. 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 15 

CALLA. 

Oh thou art fairer than the evening air, 

Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars. 

Marlowe. 

An ornament of nature, fine and polished, 

A handsome youth, indeed! 

Ford. 



16 THE FLORAL 

CANDY TUFT. 

Handsome, young, and hast all those requi¬ 

sites that folly and green minds look after. 

Shakspeare. 

You are one of those that will not serve God, 

if the devil bid you. 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 17 

CHINA ASTER. 

Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Shakspeare. 

' oCaWN*** 

Thy mind is a very opal! I would have 

men of such constancy put to sea, that their 

business might be everything, and their intent 

everywhere. 

Shakspeare. 
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FORTUNE-TELLER. 19 

CLEMATIS. 

Of excellent discourse, 

Pretty and witty; wild, and yet too, gentle. 

Shakspeaee. 

Believe me, in thy breast are thy destiny’s 

stars. Trust in thyself. Decision is thy 

Venus. The Malignant, the only one that 

injures thee, is irresolution. 

Schiller. 



20 THE F10KA1 

CANTERBURY BELL. 

Faithful, gentle, good, 

Wearing the rose of womanhood. 

Tennyson. 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 

The world hath noted, and your name is 

great 

In mouths of wisest censure. 

Shakspeare. 



FOETCSE-TEtfcEE. 21 

COLUMBINE. 

Ready in gibes, quick-answered, saucy, and 

As quarrelsome as the weasel. 

Shakspeare. 

You are rather point-device in your accou¬ 

trements ; as loving yourself than seeming 

the lover of any other. 

Shakspeare. 



22 THE FLORAL 

CHRYSANTHEMUM. 

Thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing cour¬ 

teous, 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time 

flowers. 

Shakspeare. 

Thou art e’en as just a man, 

As e’er my conversation coped withal. 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 23 

DAHLIA. 

Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look 

askance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will; 

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 

But thou with mildness entertain’st thy 

wooers, 

With gentle conference soft and affable. 

Shakspeare. 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong, 

Everything by starts, and nothing long. 

Dryden. 





FORTUNE-TELLER. 25 

DAFFODIL. 

A face with gladness overspread! 

Soft smiles by human kindness bred ! 

And seemiiness complete, that sways 

Thy courtesies, about thee plays. 

Wordsworth. 

Full of ambition ; an envious emulator 

Of every man’s good parts. 

, Shakspeare. 





FORTUNE-TELLER. 27 

EVERLASTING. 

A gentle maid, whose heart is lowly bred, 

Whose pleasures are in wild fields gathered. 

Wordsworth. 

One of those gentle ones that will use the 

devil himself with courtesy. 

Shakspeakk 







30 THE FLORAL 

HONEYSUCKLE. 

The mercer’s plague, from shop to shop 

Wandering, and littering with unfolded silks 

The polished counter, and approving none, 

Or promising with smiles to call again. 

Cowpek. 

Well read in poetry and other books, 

Cunning in music and the mathematics. 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 31 

HAWTHORN. 

Young, modest, meek and beautiful. 

■Wordsworth. 

In genius and substantial learning high; 

For every virtue, every worth renowned. 

Thomson. 

I 







34 THE FLORAL 

LOCUST. 

Beauty has corrupted thy heart. That 

little face ! shame on thee! In the morning 

its splendor dies, its rose sheds its leaves. 

Swallows that love in the spring-time fly 

when the north-wind blows. Thine autumn 

will frighten away thy lovers. 

Schiller. 

A very, very—peacock! 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 35 

LARKSPUR. 

•-Your heart’s like a child, 

And your life like the new-driven snaw. 

Burns. 

A pure ingenuous elegance of soul, 

A delicate refinement known to few. 

Thomson. 









FORTUNE-TELLER. 39 

MYRTLE. 

Thou wilt never get thee a husband if thou he 

so shrewd of thy tongue. 
Shaxspeare. 

Rash, and very sudden in choler. 

Shakspeare. 



A lady of most confirmed honor, of an un- 

matchable spirit, and determinable in all vir¬ 

tuous resolutions ; not hasty to anticipate an 

affront, nor slow to feel, where just provoca¬ 

tion is given. 

Lamb. 

A little, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight. 

Burns. 





42 THE FLORAL 

PEA-BLOSSOM. 

A serious, subtle, wild, yet gentle being; 

Graceful without design, and unforeseeing. 

Shelley. 

Thy looks, thy gestures all present 

The picture of a life well spent. 

WORDSWORTH. 





44 theflokal 

PEONY. 

A merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 

Shakspeare. 

A man of letters and of manners too; 

Of manners sweet as virtue always wears 

When gay good nature dresses her in smiles. 

Cowper. 



fortune-teller. 45 

PINK; 

Rich in love and sweet humanity. 
Wordsworth. 

Surpassed by few 

In power of mind and eloquent discourse. 

Wordsworth. 



Nature never framed a woman’s heart 

Of prouder stuff. 

Shakspeare. 

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted; 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brains; 

One whom the music of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish like enchanting harmony. 

Shakspeake. 





48 THE FLORAL 

ROSE. 

As fresh as the morning, the fairest in May; 

As sweet as the evening among the new hay; 

As blithe and as artless as the lambs on the 

lea. 

Burns. 

A merrier man, within the limit of becom¬ 

ing mirth, 1 never spent an hour’s talk withal. 

Shakspeare. 









52 THE FLORAL 

SWEET-WILLIAM. 

Never saw I mien or face 

In which more plainly I could trace 

Benignity and homebred sense, 

Ripening in perfect innocence. 

Wordsworth. 

A fishing, hawking, hunting 

man. 

country gentle- 

Lamb. 



E0KICNE-TEI1EK. 53 

SPIREA. 

Thou art of so free, so kind, so apt, so 

blessed a disposition, that thou holdest it a 

vice in thy goodness not to do more than thou 

art requested. 

Shakspeare. 

An affable and courteous gentleman. 

Shakspeare. 





FORTUNE-TELLER 55 

SYRINGA 

Most rich in gifts of mind, 

Nor sparingly endowed with worldly wealth. 

Wordsworth. 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth, 

In voices well divulged, free, learned and 

valiant, 

And in dimensions and the shape of nature 

A gracious person. 

Shakspbare. 



56 THB FLORAL 

VERBENA. 

Thou hast a mind that suits 

With this, thy fair and outward character. 

Shakspeare. 

Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 

enough for a boy; as a squash is before it is 

a peascod, or a codling when’t is almost an 

apple. 

Shakspeare. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 57 

YIOLET. 

Generous, full of gentle qualities, 

Incapable of base compliances. 

Lamb. 

Never did there live on earth 

A man of kindlier nature. 

Wordsworth. 





3PAM Mo 

BLUE FLOWERS. 

Describing the State or Quality of your 
Affections. 







62 THE FLORAL 

BACHELOR’S BUTTON. 

A virgin purest-lipped, yet in the lore 

Of love, deep-learned to the red heart’s core. 

Keats. 

But that you love, 

You would not your unhoused free condition 

Put into circumscription and confine 

For the sea’s worth. 

Shakspbare. 









FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Oh how the spring of love resembleth 

The uncertain glories of an April day, 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away. 

Shakspeare. 

Perfect esteem, enlivened by desire 

Ineffable, and sympathy of soul; 

Thought meeting thought, and will prevent¬ 

ing will. 

With boundless confidence. 

Thomson. 













72 THE FLORAL 

LARKSPUR. 

Oh ! and you, forsooth, in love, 

You that have been Love’s whip! 

Shakspeake. 

Never wedding, ever wooing, 

Still a lovelorn heart pursuing. 

Campbell. 



LOBELIA. 

Come, come! Wrestle with thy affections. 

Shakspeare. 

Rouse yourself, and the weak wanton Cupid 

Shall from your neck unloose his amorous 

folds, 

And, like a dew-drop from a lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

Shakspeare. 

I 

I 
■ I 

I 



As m the bosom of the stream, 

The moonbeam dwells at dewy e’en, 

So trembling, pure, is tender love, 

Within thy breast.- 

Burns. 

The heart of woman is but illy known to 

you. 

Moliere. 





76 TIE FLOKAl 

MORNING GLORY. 

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden ; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to 

be, 

Ere one can say, It lightens. 
Shakspeare. 

A violet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute. 

No more. 
Shakspeare. 







FORTUNE-TELLER. 79 

YERNAL GRASS. 

Thou hast nothing in thy head but thy 

love. Thou shouldst not forget all others for 

one. 

Goethe. 

<*&&&* , 

Is it possible that on so little acquaintance 

you should like her? that, but seeing, you 

should love her ? and loving, woo ? and woo 

ing, she should grant? 

Shakspeare, 



80 FLORAL FORTUNE-TELLER. 

VIOLET. 

Love no man in good earnest, nor no fur¬ 

ther in sport neither, than with safety of a 

pure blush thou mayst in honor come off 

again. 

Shakspeare. 

You are now sailed into the north of my 

lady’s opinion; where you will hang like an 

icicle on a Dutchman’s heard, unless you do 

redeem it by some laudable attempt. 

Shakspeare. 























FOKTUNE-TELLEK. 91 

LILAC. 

An industrious life and ample means. 

Words worth. 

A hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Six score fat oxen standing in the stalls, 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

Shakspeare. 

■ 













FORTUNE-TELLER. 97 

PETUNIA. 

Peace, and comfort, and domestic bliss. 

Southey. 

You can make no marriage present, 

Little can you give your wife ; 

Love will make your cottage pleasant. 

Tennyson. 



98 THE FLORAL 

POLYANTHOS. 

An elegant sufficiency; content, 

Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, hooks, 

Ease and alternate labor, useful life, 

Progressive virtue and approving Heaven. 

Thomson. 

Listening senates hang upon thy tongue. 

Thomson. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 99 

POLYGALA. 

From place to place, dwelling in no place 

long. 

Lamb. 

To roam along, the world’s tired denizen. 

Bykon. 







An empty purse, * * * 

* * * No money in it. 

Shakspeare. 

How can he expect that others should 

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call 

Love him, who for himself will take no heed 

at all? 

Byron. 







FLORAL FORTUNE-tELLER. 105 

BUTTERCUP 

la a narrow sphere— 

The little circle of domestic life. 

Southey. 

In the dissolute city. 

Wordsworth. 



A cot beside the hill; 

A beehive hum shall soothe the ear, 

A willowy brook that turns a mill, 

With many a fall shall linger near. 

Rogers. 

Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale; 

-The grassy churchyard hangs 

Upon a slope above the village school. 

Wordsworth. 















FORTUNE-TELLER. 113 

JOHN’S WORT. 

Dear is thy little native vale ; 

The ring-dove builds and murmurs there ; 

Close by thy cot she tells her tale 

To every passing villager. 

The squirrel leaps from tree to tree. 

And shells his nuts at liberty. 

Rogers. 

Mountains, and vales, and waters, all infused 

With beauty, and in quietness. 

SoUTHEV. 



114 THE FLORAL 

JONQUIL. 

A cottage, 

Perched upon the green hill-top, hut close 

Environed with a ring of branching elms, 

That overhang the thatch ; itself unseen, 

Peeps at the vale below. 

Cowper. 

In some lone cot amid the distant woods, 

Sustained alone by providential Heaven. 

Thomson. 





116 THE FLORAL 

LABURNUM. 

A pleasant city. 

Byron. 

A circular vale, and land-locked, as might 

seem, 

With brook and bridge, and gray stone cot¬ 

tages 

Half hid by rocks and fruit-trees. 

Coleridge. 





A green and silent spot amid the hills, 

A small and silent dell! O’er stiller place 

No sinking skylark ever poised himself, 

Coleridge. 

-Cottage on a plot of ground, 

—With large prospect, north and south. 

Wordsworth. 







FORTUNE-TELLER. 121 

PRIMROSE. 

In the deep umbrage of a green hill’s shade, 

Which shows a distant prospect far away 

Of busy cities. 

Byron. 

Woods, rocks, waves surround it. 

Shelley. 



122 THE FLORAL 

SAFFRON. 

A little lowly hermitage . . . 

Down in a dale, hard by a forest’s side, 

Far from resort of people. 

Spenser. 

Ships, and waves, and ceaseless motion. 

Coleridge. 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 123 

SUNFLOWER. 

An old place, full of many a lovely brood, 

Tall trees, green arbors, and ground-flowers 

in flocks. 

Wordsworth. 

Midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men. 

Byron. 



124 THE FLORAL 

TRUMPET ELOWER. 

A fountain, large and fair, 

A willow, and a ruined hut. 

Spenser. 

In lands beyond the sea. 

Wordsworth. 





-A little lawny islet, 

By anemone and violet, 

Like mosaic, paven. 

An uninhabited sea-side, 

Which the lone fisher, when his nets are dried, 

Abandons. 

Shelley. 



*s£ 

t 

FORTUNE-TELLER. 127 

WILLOW. 

Where quiet sounds from hidden rills. 

Float here and there, like things astray ; 

And high o’erhead the skylark shrills. 

Coleridge. 

In the stir and turmoil of the world. 

Coleridge. 

k W 



128 FLORAL FORTCHE-TELLRR. 

WATEB-LILY. 

A realm of pleasance, many a mound. 

And many a shadow-chequered lawn 

Full of the city’s stilly sound. 

Tennyson. 

A broad canal 

From the main river sluiced, where all 

The sloping of the moonlit sward 

Is damask work, and deep inlay 

Of braided blooms unmown, which creep 

Adown to where the waters sleep ; 

A goodly place! 

Tennyson. 







FLORAL FORTUNE-TELLER. 131 

BALS AMINE. 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury. 

Shakspeare. 

A wife 

With wealth enough, and young and beau¬ 

teous, 

Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman; 

Her only fault,—and that is faults enough,— 

Is, that she is intolerable curst 

And shrewd and froward; so beyond all 

measure, 

That I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Shakspeare. 



132 THE 'FLORAL 

CANDY TUFT. 

His eyes have glorious meanings that declare 

More than the light of common day shines 

there; 

A holier triumph, and a sterner aim. 

Coleridge. 

A lady far more beautiful 

Than any woman in this waning age. 

Shakspeare. 







FORTUNE-TELLER. 135 

CHRYSANTHEMUM. 

His ruling passion to create the splendid, 

He can indulge without restraint; can give 

A princely patronage to every art. 

Schiller. 

Will be married to a wealthy widow. 

Shakspbare. 

S 



He is true, 

He wears no mask—he hates all crooked 

ways, 

He is so good, so noble. 

Schiller. 

She is not froward, but modest as the doVe, 

She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ; 

For patience, she will prove a second Grissel, 

And Roman Lucrece for chastity. 

Shakspeare. 

wm 



FORTUNE-TELLER. 137 

DAHLIA. 

He grinds divinity of other days 

Down into modern use ; transforms old print 

To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 

Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 

Cowper. 

***#lfc»* 

Her beauty and her brain go not together. 

She’s a good sign, but I have seen small re¬ 

flection of her wit. 

Shakspeare. 



138 THE FLORAL 

EGLANTINE. 

He is one, 

The truest manner’d; such a holy witch, 

That he enchants societies unto him ; 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Shakspeare. 

She’s an excellent sweet lady, and out of 

all suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Shakspeare. 









142 THE FLORAL 

HOLLYHOCK. 

He doth nothing but talk of his horse. 

Shakspeare. 

A pleasant-spirited lady. There’s little 

of the melancholy element in her. 

Shakspeare. 



m 

FOSTBNE-IELLER, 143 

HONEYSUCKLE. 

He sits ’mongst men like a descended god; 

He hath a kind of honor sets him off 

More than a mortal seeming. 

ShAKSREARE. 

The prettiest low-born lass that ever 

Kan on the green sward; nothing she does 

or seems 

But smacks of something greater than herself. 

Shakspeaee. 







148 THE FLORAL 

PHLOX. 

Is of a churlish disposition. 

And little recks to find the way to Heaven 

By doing deeds of hospitality. 

Shakspeare. 

Her care shall be 

To comb your noddle with a three legg’d stool, 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Shakspeare. 



Loose in morals and in manners vain, 

In conversation frivolous, in dress 

Extreme ; at once rapacious and profuse ; 

Frequent in park with lady at his side, 

Ambling, and prattling scandal as he goes, 

But rare at home, and never at his books, 

Or with his pen, save when he scrawls a card; 

Constant at routs, familiar with a round 

Of ladyships, a stranger to the poor. 

Cowper. 





+m 

FORTUNE-TELLER. 151 

PEONY. 

Three proper young men; of excellent growth 

and presence. 

Shakspeare. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 

She is a handsome wee thing, 

She is a bonnie wee thing, 

This sweet wee wife of thine. 

Burns. 





SWEET WILLIAM. 

He’s gentle; never schooled, and yet learn¬ 

ed ; full of noble device ; of all sorts enchant- 

ingly beloved. 

Shakspeare. 

She is like a milk-white lamb that bleats 

For man’s protection. 

Keats. 



154 THE FLORAL 

SWEET PEA. 

A justice 

In fair round belly, with good capon lined, 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern instances. 

Shaksfeare. 

A left-hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage, 

With an Italian exile’s dark-eyed daughter. 

Byron. 







FORTUNE-TELLER. 157 

VIRGIN'S BOWER. 

He wears his faith but as the fashion of his 

hat; it ever changes with the next block. 

Oh, but she will love thee truly ; 

Thou shalt have a pleasant home; 

She will order all things duly, 

When beneath your roof you come. 

Tennyson. 



m 

158 FLORAL FORTUNE-TELLER. 

ZINNIA. 

He is but a landscape painter. 

Tennyson. 

All of her that’s out of doors, most rich! 

If she be furnished with a mind so rare, 

She is alone the Arabian bird. 

Shakspeare. 






